CHAPTER II

THE USE OF A BRIDGE

" QO we have e'en changed masters, cap-

O tain," grunted Caspar Wiederman,
my keutenant, as we jogged along through
the woods, in the crisp air of the early morn.

" Well, it can scarce be for the worse,"
said I

"Achi   Who knows5"

" Who knows ? " cried Henri Vermeil at
my other elbow. " Why, we all know, we
cannot do more than we did for Alva, or
worse, and, ma fm, we can scarce get less "

'' More defeats, no pay, no plunder They
say the Orange is pious," grunted Caspar

" Well, well, he can pray for your sins,
Caspar," cned Henri "The good man
will live on his knees."

"True, there are the convoys," said
Caspar "Ach' Haiti"

We had come near the road   A few
is